The Tragedy 

Was it morcpretioustome then it is now: 

Thinke you, but that I know our flare fccurc, 

I would be fo triumphant as I am ? * /j • 

Su». The Lords at Pomfret when they rode from 
Were locund, and fuppofde their ftates was Cure, 

And they indeed had no caufe to naiflrufti 
But yet you fee how foonc thedayouercaft. 

This fodaine flab of rancour I mifdoubt, 

Pray God, I fay,I prone aneedclefle coward; 

But come my Lo: fhall we to the tower? 

HP?. I go: but flay, heare you not the newes. 

This day thofe men you talkt of, are beheaded. 

Su. They for their truth might better wearc their heads.' 
1 hen (omethathaue accufde them Wcarc their hats* 

But come my Lo: let vsaway. EnterMaJUn. 

H*(i r Go you before, He follow prefcnrly. U Turfiunt 
y 1 ' ^ cll , mct Haftings,how goes the world with thee? 
Tur. The better that it plcafe your Lo: to aske 
1 tcl! thce fellow tis better with rac now.* 

Then when I met thee laft where now vve meetc: 

Then was I going pri foner to the tower. 

By the fugged: ion of the Queenes allies: 

But now I tell thee (keepe it to thy felfc.) 

T his day thofe enemies ate put to death. 

And Iin better ftate then cuer I was. 

Tur. God hold it to your honors good content. 

Haft. Gramercy Haftings holdfpcnd thou fhat.tfe riutt 
God flue your Lordfhip. (him his fur fe. 

Hajf. What Sir John, you are wel met, (Enter d prieft. 
1 am beholding to you for yourlaft daies excrcife: 

Come the next fabaoth and T willcontcntyou. Hcuhif 
Enter Buckinghdm. (persinhuedre. 

Euc. How now Lo:Chamberlainc,whac talking with a 
i our friends at P omfre t they doc need the prieft (priefty 
i our honour hath no fliriuing worke in hand. 

Good faith and when I met this holy man, 

Thofe mcnyoutalkc of came into myminde: 

What, go you to the to wer my Lord? 

Buck 




tfp.ichard the third. 

Back I doe, but long I fhall not flay, 

1 fhall retume before your Lor dihip thence. 

Haft, Tis like enough, for I flay dinner there. 

Buck And fupper too, although thou knoweft it not: 
Come fhall wc go. along? Exeunt, 

Enter Sir Rickard Rdt/tffe, with the Loi Riuert, 

Cray } and Vdughdn prifonert. 

Hdtl. Come bring foorth the prifoners, 

Ryu Sir Richard RatUffc let me tell thee this: 

To day fhalt thou b^holda fubieftdie. 

For truth, for duty, and fqr loyalty. 

Crdy. God keepe the Prince from all the packc of you: 
A knot you are of damned bloudfuckers. 

Ryu. O Pomftct Pomfret> Oh thou bloudy prifon, 
Farall andominoiis to noble peeres. 

Within the guilty dofure ofthy wall 
Richatd the fccond here was hackt to death: 

And for more flaunder to thydifmall foulc, 

Wcgiuethee vp our guiltlcflc blouds to drinke, 

' Cray. Now Margarets curfl is falne vpon our heads: 
For ftanding by, when Richard ft.abd her fonne. 

Rift. Then curfl fhc Haftings, then curfl fhe Bucking* 
Then curfl fheRichard.Oh remember God, (ham: 
To heare her praiers for them as now for vs. 

And for my fiftcr, and her princely fonne: 

Be fatisfied deare Ged with our tr.ue blouds. 

Which as thou knoweft vniuftly muft be fpilt. 

Rat, Come come difpatch, theUmitofyour linca is out. 

Ryu. Conae Gray, come Vaughan, let vs all unbrace 
And take ourlcaucvntill wemcete in heauen. Exeunt. 

Enttr the Lordt to Councell. 

Haft. My Lords at once the caufc why wc are me', 

Is to determine of the coronation: 

In Gods name fay* when is this royall day? 

Buc. Arc all things fitting for that royall time? 

Ddt. It is, and wants bur nomination, 

Ry«. To morrow thcn»I guefle a happy time, 

Buc. Who knowes tire Lo: protestors mind herein? 
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